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diner; nous passerons la soiree ensemble si cela est agreable?**
efJe veux bien, monsieur."
Poor Marie! Marshall and I were absorbed iix each other and art. It was always so. We dined in a gargotte, and afterwards we went to a students* ball; and it seems like yesterday. I can see the moon sailing through a clear sky, and on the pavement's edge Marshall's beautiful, slim, manly figure, and Marie's exquisite gracefulness. She was Le~ f&vro's Chloo; so every one sees her now. Her end was a tragic one. She invited her friends to dinner, and with the few pence that remained she bought some boxes of matches, boiled them, and drank the water. No one knew why; some said it was love.
I wont to London in an exuberant necktie, a tiny hat; I wore large trousers and a Capoul beard; and I looked, I believe, as unlike an Englishman as a drawing by Grovin. In the smoking-room of Mor-ley?s Hotel I mot my agent, an immense nose, and a wisp of hair drawn over a bald skull. He explained, after some hesitation, that I owed him a few thousands, and that the accounts were in his portmanteau. I suggested taking thorn to a solicitor to have them examined. The solicitor advised me strongly to contest thorn. I did not take the advice, but raised some money instead, and so the matter ended so far as the immediate future was concerned. The years the most impressionable, from twenty to thirty, when the senses and the mind are the widest awake^ I, the moat impressionable ofmost closely united. So I turned to say good-bye to him and to my past life. Rap—rap—rap 1          by Baudelaire;
